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coined, and Verhune became my poet Never shall I' forget the first enchantment of "Les Fetes CJahuites." Here all is twilight.
The royal magnificences of the sunset have passed, the solemn beatitude of the night is at hand but not yet here; the ways are veiled with shadow, and lit with dresses, white, that the hour lias touched with blue, yellow, green, mauve, and undecided purple; tho voices? strange contraltos; the. forms2 not thoso of men or women, but mystic, hybrid creatures, with hands nervous and pale, and eyes charged with eager and fitful light . . . "un soir o/imw/w d'autumne.** . . . "Mv /;r//*vf jtcndcnt n'Vt'itws ci ntw hnm" . . * and they whisper "/ev? mots x/iecidtu* et tout has.'*
C.iauti(*r Hang to his antique lyre praise of the flesh and contempt of the mail; Baudelaire on u wedheval organ chaunted Ins unbelief in goodnt.MH and truth and his hutr<*d of life*. Hut Verlaine nd%'un<*eH one step further: hat<* is to htm UH coinmunplaee us Iovot unfaith as vulgar an faith* Tht» world is merely u doll to be* attired to-day in it modern ball drrss, tomorrow in aureoles and stars. The Virgin in u pretty thing, worth a poem, but it would be tjuite too Hilly to talk about lx*Hef or unlu-lief; ('Itri^t in worn! or plitu* ter we have heard too much of, but C1hri«t in pamUul glass aiiiitl crosi(»rH and Latin tertniuatiotiH} IA iiu untuning Hubject for jntetry. And «truitgely enough^ a withdrawing front nil commerce with virtue intd vic« 1% it woulcl siH'iit^ u iicenttnuHueHH iiitire curiously aubtlts and jM*iti*tr!itiiig tbiiii any other; and tint liewi-tiotisnesii <*f th«i verse in ecjutil la thut of the emotion;go had perhaps ventured to place thew C5iiiiii.'4% %vi?!*ong the quays and through every passage in Paris. The money spent was consider- of fit*' rStit*!* |t't»d:i; not tho infiiiii«iii?i nudity thiit HI*X ha« prr^rrvi-tl in this inndrrii world, but fliti eliuin pii||i4it mid**, •   ii If»vo of lift! niid bt^iiuty, tlitiut by a certain insistence
